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Great Lancaster, friend to the poor and 
forlorn, 
What praise to thy labour is due ! 
Tho' Fortune, fantastic, look on thee 
with scorn, 
Thou hast what the world never 
knew. 

While gratitude glows in each warm 
Irish breast, 
Or the -world mi society last, 
Thy name shall be honoured, thy name 
shall be blest, 
And thy memory be dear to Belfast. 

S. B. Erato. 
Belfast LancasUrian School, 
Nov. 26, 1813. 



SELECTED POETRT. 



The following itvo poems -were -written by 
Robert Southey, many years ago ; both 
breathing a decided opposition to the ivar 
system ; and one of them descriptive of his 
determined hostility to t'itt, the great war 
minister, or rather one of the active de- 
mons of ivar. They are republished, that 
the curious in the natural history of 
apostacy may compare them -with the New- 
Tear's Ode he may now probably pro- 
duce on the 1st of next month, since he 
has become POIT-JLAUREATE. 
•* -why is genius cursed -with length of days ? 
The head -still flourishing, the heart decays; 
Protracted lift mates , virtue less secure ; 
The death of wits is seldom premature" 
Pursuing the interesting question, how liable 
human nature is to degenerate from the 
-warm honesty of youth into the ungenerous 
selfishness of age, it is probable we may 
exhibit in some of our succeeding nuv<be~s, 
specimens of similar instances of backsliding 
in some poets of our own country, ruho are 
tompUtcly cooled down, and have forgotten 
the ardor of their youth. 

flRF, FAMINE, AND SLAUGHTER! 
A WAR ECLOGUE. 

The Scene, a desolate Tract in La yen- 
dee. Famine is discovered lying on the ground ; 
to her enter Eire and Slaughter. 
Famine. 
SISTERS ! sisters ! who sent you here ? 

Slaughter to Fire. 
I will whisper it in her ear, 
SKLFa&T tuAU. no. lxv. © 



Fire. 
No ! no ! no ! 
Spirits hear what spirits tell ; 
'Twill make an holiday in hell. 

No ! nc ! no ! 
Myself I named him onct below, 
And all the souls that damned be, 
Leaped up at once in anarchy, 
Clapped their hands, and danced for glee; 
They no longer heeded me, 
But laugheu to hear hell's .burning 

rafters 
Unwillingly re-echo laughters ! 

No ! no ! no ! 
Spirits hear what spirits tell; 
'Twill make an holiday in heil. 

Famine. 
Whisper it, sister, so and so, 
In a dark hint, soft and low. 
Slaughter. 

Letters four do form his name, 

And who sent you? 
Both. 

The same ! the same < 
Slaughter. 

He came by stealth, and unlocked my 

deu, 
And 1 have drank the blood since then 
Of thrice three hundred thousand men. 

Both. 
Who bade you do it ? 
Slaughter. 
The same ! the same ! 
Letters four do form his name. 
He let me loose, and cried, halloo ! 
To him alone the praise is due. 

Fumine. 
Thanks, sister, thanks ! the men hav« 

Wed, 
Their wives, and their children faint 

for bread. 
I stood in a swampy field of battle, 
With bones and sculls I made a rattle, 
To frighten the wolf, and the carrion- 
crow, 
And the homeless dog— but they would 

not go : 
So off I flew, for how could I bear 
To see them gorge their dainty fare ? 
I heard a groan and a peevish squall, 
And through the chink of a cottae* 

wall, 
Can you guess what I saw there I 

Both. 
Whisper it, sister, in our «ar. 
o o 
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Famine. 
A baby beat its dying mother, 
I had starved the one, and was starv- 
ing the other. 
Beth. 
Who bade you do it ? 
Famine* 
The same ! the same ! 
Letters four do form his name. 
He let me loose, and cried, halloo ! 
To him alone the praise is due. 

Fire. 
Sisters ! I from Ireland came, 
Hedge and corn 6elds all in flame ; 
Halloo ! halloo ! the work was done— 
And on as I strode with my great strides, 
I flung back my head and held my sides, 
It was so rare a piece of fun, 
To see the sweltered cattle run 
With uncouth gallop through the night, 
Scared by the red and noisy light ; 
By the light of his own blaziug cot 
Was many a naked rebel shot. 
The house-stream met the names, and 

hissed, 
While, crash ! fell in the roof, I wist, 
On some of those old bed-rid nurse9 
That deal in discontent and curses. 

Bath. 

Who bade you do it ? 

Fire. 

The'same t the same ! 
Letters four do form his name. 
He let me loose, and cried, halloo ! 
To him alone the praise is due. 

All. 
He let us loose, and cried, halloo ! 
How shall we yield him honour due? 

Famine. 
Wisdom comes with lack of food ; 
I'll gnaw, I'll gnaw the multitude, 
Till the cup of rage o'erbrim ; 
They shall seize him and bis brood. 

Slaughter. 
They shall tear him limb from limb ! 

Fire. 
O, thankless beldames, and untrue ! 
And is this all that you can do 
For him who did so much for you? 
Ninety months, he, by my troth, 
Hath richly catered for you both s 
And in an hour would you repay 
An eight years' work ? away, away ! 
I alone am faithful ! I 
Cling to him everlastingly ! 



THE BATTLt OF BLINHZIM. 

XT was a summer's evening, 
Old Hasper's work was done. 

And he before his cottage door 
Was sitting in the sun : 

And by him sported on the green 

His little grandchild Wilhelmene. 

She saw her brother Peterkin 
Roll something large and round, 

That he beside the rivulet, 
In playing there, had found. 

He came to ask what he had found, 

That was so large, and smooth, and 
round. 

Old Hasper took it from the boy, 

Who stood expectant by, 
And then the old man shook his head. 

And with a natural sigh, 
" 'Tis some poor fellow'6 scull," said he, 
" Who fell in the great victory. 

" I find them in the garden, for 

There's many hereabout j 
And often when I go to plough, 

The ploughshare turas them out ; 
For many thousand men" said he, 
" Were slain in the great victory." 

" Now tell us what 'twas all about, 

Young Peterkin he cries, 
And little Wilhelmene looks up 

With wonder waiting eyes. 
" Now tell us all about the war, 
And what they killed each other for," 

u It was the English," Hasper cried, 
« That put the French to rout, 

But what they killed each other for 
1 could not well make out ; 

But every body said" quoth he, 

" That 'twas a famous victory. 

" My father lived at Blenheim then, 

Yon little stream hard by, 
They burnt his dwelling to the ground, 

And he was* forc'd to fly ; 
So with his wife and child he fled, 
Nor had he where to rest his head. 

" With fire and sword the country round 

Was wasted. far and wide, 
And many a childless mother then, 

And new-born infant died. 
But things like that you know must be 
At every famou3 victory. 



